a morning late in April, when the last of the cherry
blossom petals were floating^ down in the garden. The
streets were wet with a sudden rain, and the sky was as he
loved it best, clear blue behind huge soft white clouds
billowing up from the ocean. The trees and leaves were
green in every garden, and people1 on the street looked
happy and content in the mild damp air. There was %
deep sweetness in this life of the people and he felt it and
valued it. Human beings liked each other and showed it
in their courtesies. It occurred to I-wan as he walked
along in April sunshine that in these streets he had never
seen an old face unhappy or a child angry because he was
beaten. He loved these people willingly and unwillingly,
too. He grew nearer them, and yet more alone.
Bunji, since he had married Setsu, was nearer and yet
further away than he had been. He had immediately
given up his drinking, although on his wedding day he
had been very drunk. But none ever saw him drunk now.
And certainly he played the lordly husband over stocky
plain Setsu, who did not so much as sit in his presence,
In these days Bunji was given to loud opinions on foreign
policy, especially the policy of Japan in China, where he
insisted the communists were again seizing the control.
I-wan had listened to a great deal of this the night before,
when he and Tama had dined at Bunji's new house.
'Sooner or later we shall have to put them down/ Bunji
had declared.
Well, he had learned not fo answer Bunji. It was no
tise. Besides, he did not believe what he said. Men
like his own banker father owned China and they hated
the communists. And had not the Japanese papers
reported again and again the rout of Chinese communists
by their own government? Bunji was growing middle-
aged with prejudices. He dismissed such things from his
mind and entered his office as usual." He had hoped, at
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